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Peter Slate
Sans Titre
Unjour, enme promenant,
Jeme suis trouve soudainement
Entoure par des petites carresjaunes de
Papier coupes a la hate, sur lesquelles,
Un message curieux, dans une ecriture calme et sincere,
Peut-etre comme celle d'une carte de remerciement,
Aeteecrit:
Some days one feels so alone.
D y des jours ou on se sent si seul,
Et "si seul" a ete soulignee
Deux fois avec des touches
Rapides et, je croyais, mechantes
Plusjemarchais,
Plus je voyais les petites carres jaunes de
Papier coupes a la hate, sur lesquelles,
A ete ecrit,
Ce message curieux, comme une menace,
Non une carte de remerciement,
En tas dores pales
A mes pieds et plus en bas et
Meme ames mains.
Qui ferait une telle chose
Ai-je pense, etme suis tourne,
Cherchant quelqu'un qui les a vus aussi,
Les sourcils hausses ou meme un sourire, et
Unjour, cejour-ci, en me promenant,
Jeme suis soudainement trouve seul.
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Untitled
One day, while walking, I
Suddenly found that I was
Surrounded by small, yellow squares of
Hastily cut paper, on which a
Curious message, in a calm and sincere script,
Perhaps like that of a thank you-note,
Had been written:
II y a des jours ou on se sent si seul,
It read.
Some days one feels so alone.
And so alone had been underlined
Twice with two swift and,
I thought,
Malicious strokes.
The more I walked
The more I saw the small, yellow squares of
Hastily cut paper, on which this
Curious message, like a threat,
Not a thank you-note,
Had been written,
Laying in pale golden piles
At my feet and further down and
Even by my hands.
Who would do such a thing
I thought, and turned around,
Looking for someone who saw it too,
Raised brows or even a smile, and
One day, while walking, I
Suddenly found that I was alone.
